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lips. Her face grew brighter and her right eyebrow began
to quiver.

The second whistle was not so loud and imperious;
there was a slight tremor in its thick moist tone, and the
mother imagined it blew longer than u$ual.

From the other room came the khokhoFs deep, clear
voice.

"Hear that, Pavel?"

Someone's bare feet slapped down on to the floor, and
one of the boys gave a luxurious yawn.

"The samovar's ready," cried the mother.

"We're getting up," replied Pavel merrily.

"The sun's rising," said the khokhol. "And there are
clouds in the sky. We could do without the clouds today."

He entered the kitchen rumpled and wrinkled with
sleep, but in the best of moods.

"Morning, nenkol How did you sleep?"

The mother went over to him.

"You march alongside of him, Andryusha," she said
softly.

"I will," whispered the khokhoL "You can be sure,
nenko, that as long as we're together, we'll always march
beside each other!"

"What are you two whispering about?" asked Pavel.

"Nothing special, Pasha."

"She's telling me to wash behind my ears! The girls'll
be ogling me today!" answered the khokhol going out into
the entrance to wash.

"'Arise to the struggle, oh workers, arise!*" sang Pavel
softly.

The weather improved as the day advanced, and the
clouds were driven away by the wind. The mother shook
her head as she set the breakfast table, thinking to herself
how strange it all was: here they were laughing and crack-
ing jokes this morning, while nobody knew what awaited
them later in the day. And somehow she herself felt calm
and almost joyful.

They dawdled with the meal, to make the time pass